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" Those bloody machine-guns . . ." the Second-in-
Command exploded, with a jerk of his head towards
the wood to which Reggie's attention had already
been drawn by the Colonel.

He knelt down and satisfied himself that both men
were dead.

"All right. . . . I'll see to this. ... A dreadful
business. . . ." he said.

" The Colonel gave me some targets he wanted
taken on," Reggie observed. " P'raps you'd like to
look them over."

" They're O.K. for the present," said the Second-in-
Command, after a swift inspection. " You needn't
bother about those houses now. We've accounted for
them."

And, still very pale and shaken, Reggie hurried back
across the fields to his truck.

Now, up to the present Reggie had done nothing at
all to bring him within a mile of a " recommendation.11
He had just fulfilled the ordinary obligations of his
duty, and it was merely by accident that he had
become a participator of the grim little drama in the
B.H.Q. in the hollow. His " good job of work " was
to date from the moment he returned to his truck.
Remember, it was that and nothing else. There was
nothing spectacular about it at all. No glitter or
glamour. No gallery stuff. It was just a good job
of work. Exactly the sort of thing that the men in
the Army like to see, and know how to appreciate.
A piece of work typical of that which wins the bulk
of the M.C.'s and M.M.'s whose ribbons you see dis-
played on the breasts of the B.E.F. in 1940. And
that is the reason why it is being recorded here.

Reggie's first necessity was to equip himself with
an (XP, He scouted around a bit, and came to the
conclusion that though there were several possibilities,